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THE DAY OF THE O’HIGGINS
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T'S, queer,” mused Ann aloud, “how a seem-
"~ - ing accident will change the currest o:

oy eme's life.” )
' Emstinctively (she had just returned from the sea-
. ) the three men in her drawing-room glanced
e i ande Eiling in hér lap, then. resssured,
3 ”-&e Sunday,” she continued dreamily, “Dr.

wnﬁl . who preached regularly to the cottagers,
“was 11 and erhlurny’- cousia came down 1o sup-

M je Iind the lovesicst eyes and—" A
' . o‘l‘e fong did he stay?" interposed Jimmy
=) “or, bg returned to town after the service. It's

w"'—deprecatingly—"that I
- rﬁ;c_t:’: ?n the St. Agatha my whole

Ee he recommended 3 slum residence.”

'&nuidnl'ed Mr. Merriam disparagingly.

“Ha importance of personal contact,”
nn &miﬂ .‘!k:ltl jather"—regretiully—"will not

Pear of sertiement work. -
B : 4 ed Patrick Oppe=r.
ﬁmgﬁmtﬂd Iﬁ:t. “The St Agatha
- the adoption of a tms:i—-. o
It was a chorus of nquiry.

advite and assist . 1

retary
‘#‘1{u£ ty?
final—"the

visit it regularly,
 taken”—Ann's tone was sweetly
= -

ue se : o Mrs. O'Higgirs
Hage. she felt less confidemce in her fitness for
'm&mm.mmu;mm

t word with which to explain her presence, her
e protegee, a plamp idy person with a roving,
good- came unexpectadly to her :'l'!-her

the

them?”™ i o
AT n&'ah-rities. 1 knew 1'd sized ye up right,
..WMMnnnnpu:ﬂedaad. Ye
;f’rslﬁpk agent .?::inﬁ
1 . wak~kneed to be sellin’ sewin'-ma .
says to meself she'll be afther bein’ from th
T

Have you other—visitors?” asked Miss Castie-

] m:d- for she had gained the impression
it her seeds of kindneds were to fall on virgin

m An’ th" first stion they always
Eheties } wmf'rﬁn';:?eu, ma'am"—Mre.
an aar © ‘M-

® "he aint. He had 2 half-day's

: in’ him f t'{
 gou couldr’

nothing!™ Ann ex-

bucket, ma'am. Sure, when
ye'll find ye can't take th’
¥Ye'll have to figger what

was with the uncom-

clever ome!” she exclaimed ad-
er visitor to a chair. O'Hig-
e jobs an” wur'rkin’ at none
sint us,” she went on with
auld maid, but, faith,

choose.™
. O'Higgin—" she

" | ®*Doas like this,” began her protegee, unabashed.
‘ '.-immoftk'dayyemmamhrgt
'} of a feMler drives up in an swtymobeel an’ asks if
T Miss Castleton’s Miv' O'Higgin. 1 was proud
0 admit it, ma'am, an’ he asks fr O'Higgin. TH
me bein’ ountside talkin' politics with Tony, th'

" Everalizn. I had him in in a jiffy. 'I have th’ promise
‘of a job fr ye, O'Higgin,' says th' little man, ‘which
& 11 hope to land in a few days, an” in th’ meantime
"} fake this as a bit on account’ Th' bit, ma'am_was 2
- "

‘-wlt&hmd]mf:ﬂmﬂ
: The tender of the money was injundicious,

" Mrs O'Higgin interrupted her musing. “That
| same night, as we was sittin" down to a bite ¢
supper, a foine-lookin® gintlemin in a plug-bat an’
‘a posy knocks at th' door an’ asks fr O'Higgin.
He says his name is Merriam an’ he tel!'s O'Higgin
he's chasing’ a job 'r him an' that, seeir® he's
rd up, he doesn't mind advancie’ him a trific. An’

i¢ hands him, ma'am, a tin."”
s protested Ann, “Mc. O'Higgin should not
e sccepted money from both Mr. Holmes and

§r. Merriam?”

Mes. O'Higgin bridled. “O’Higgin is not th' man
%0 turn down a job or th' promise of one,” she de-
‘clared warmly. “An’ whin ye've raised six yourseli,
‘ma'am, ye'll think twice before fiyin' in the face o'
: idence. But to go on with me story. Th’ nixt

there stops at th' house a feller with his

pant "ked into his boots an’ a whip in his hand
an" asks if I'm O'Higgin's wife. 1 don't deny it,

- m, and he pulls from his pocket a little book
i takes out a bill “Tell him," he says, ‘that 1 have

o 'qe on a job fr him an’ that he c'n pay me
L Baek whin he's wur'rkin’ says he. ‘Thank ye fr
same,’ says 1, slippin” th' tin in me pocket, “but
as well well ye first as last that there’s two

Rave

the money at all!”

“Wait till I've finished ma story an” ye'll see who's
th’ crooked one,” retorted Mrs O'Higgin indig-
nantly. “He asks me to explain, ao’ whin I tell him
about th' other two gintlemin he thinks hard f'r
a minute. Then he takes out a foive from th’ little
book. ‘Just give O'Higgin that’' says he. caatious
like, ‘an’ tell hien he'sito wait 'r my job” Ma'am, 1
spurns his momey! ‘O'Higgin,” says I to him,  ‘is not
th" man to do a trick like that! Eich of ye has paid
him a bit o' momey an' each will have his chanst,
First come, first served—that’s how it strikes
O'Higgin."

And none of the arguments Ann subsequently
offered shook the lady’s confidence in the blameless-
ness of O'Higgin's course. After all, she reflected
when, disheartened, she had taken her leave, morally
deficient though the family had shown itseli to be,
it was less censurable than Patrick who offered that
unaccountable bribe. She summoned the three to a
conference and accused him publicly, to the delight
of the other two. But Mr. Opper was not abashed.

“If T erred,” he protested, "it was from no base
motive. The task that comfronts us is net merely
the matter of finding employmeat for O'Higgin;
the man’s pew environment must be considered.
Having this in mind, I desired to reserve him for
the job of handy man which I have persuaded my
Aunt Elira td offer him. Augt Eliza, who has a
wide experience with his class, will give bhim not
only lucrative employment but the neecessary moral
brace™

By Margaret G. Fawecett

Ann's first sensation on encountering the family
in fashionable restaurants, at the play or in picture
galleries under the guidance of one or the other of
the three young men was, at first, a pleasurable one;
but presently her smile became strained and she be-
gan to evince a morbid distaste for society. Had
the O'Higgins really been benefited, she could have
borne with their ubiquity, but the St. Agatha secre-
tary, in a painful interview had hinted at demoraliza-
tion. Yet Ann shrank from telling the three to
cease their well-meant efforts.

“One wonders,” she wrote, discussing the poblem
in a letter, “if removed from the manifold tempta-
tions of the city the O'Higgins might not develop
the germ of self-respect?”

A week later she sent for Jimmy, Merriam and-

Patrick agd announced that she had arranged for
the removal of the O’Higgins into the country. “I'm
i hopes,” she said wistfully, “that a return to the
soil—"

“Why,” interposed Jimmy frivolously, “carry coals
to Newcastle?™
+ Ann ignored, if indeed, she heard his little joke.
“You have heard me speak,” she observed difidently,
“of a cousin of Jane Murray's?

“He returned to town after the service,” said
Patrick promptly. The others were silent, absorbed
In watching the rich red hue that was mounting to
the irregular line of Ann's brown hair.

“He came down later"—hurriedly—"to visit the
Murrays. He—we—the O'Higgins—" She made
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“I KNEW I'D SIZED YEZ UP RIGHT”

Ann, remorseful, hastened to asccept on behali of
her protege Aunt Eliza's offer, the value of which
was enhanced by the fact that Jimmy and Mer-
riam had pothing tangible in view.” But,” she sternly
cautioned all three, “no more money must be given
the O'Higgins. To give money,” she added, recall-
ing a sentence in a letter she had received that morn-
ing, “Is to shirk responsibility. Little acts of per-
sonal attention are the things that count.”

At this remark Jimmy, who had looked depressed
since Patrick’s victory, brightened noticeably.
was not uptil the end of the week, however, that
the nature of his inspiration was revealed. Anm,
attending a matinee with Mr. Merriam, became con-
scious, just beforz the cortain rose, of 2 ripple of
interest disturbing the audience. She glanced over
her shoulder in time to see young Mr. Holmes pilot-
ing down tha aisie Mrs. O'Higgin and the six
young O'Higgins. That evening she wrote Jimmy
an eloguent note of thanks and accepted the invita-
tion which he tendered by return messenger to drive*
with him the next afternoon. In the park they en-
countered Mr. Merriam in his new car and the ton-
neau was filled with the O'Higgins!

But the sudden rise in Jimmy's and Merriam’s
stock was followed by 2 marked depreciation in Pat-
rick’s, the under-lying cause being Aunt Fliza's
summary dismissal of O'Higgin. Ann, whe called
to learn the reason, was tartly informed that the
man was hopelessly shiftless. Jimmy came to the
rescue with the offer of an assistant janitorship, but
Miss Castleton’s faith in the ecasy redemption of
the O'Higgins had been shaken and she feht a
natural resentment against Patrick as being instru-
mental in bringing the knowledge home to her. To
regain her favor, he took a leai from Jimmy's and
Merriam's book and inaugurated for the O'Higgins
a career of social dissipation that made hLis rivals
Brst blink, then jealously lead a bhand

valiant effort to overcome a growing confusion.
“We have been corresponding this winter,” she an-
nounced presently with diguity, “and he has been
interested im the O’Higgins. A friend of his has
an estate on g Island, and Hugh—"

“Hugh!” It was a chorus of grieved inquiry.

“Jane’s cousin. He thinks the O'Higgins—"

“Never mind the O'Higgins!' they admonished
her sternly. “We want to know about Hugh!”

“It was not to be announced until Iater and the

It “date—"

“It's so, then?

“Yes, it's so, faltered Ann. She glanced at them
deprecatingly through her lashes. “Don't think™
she said earnestly, “that I'll ever forget what you
did for the O'Higgins.”
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LEASE be seated, ma'am; my mistress wiil

be down directly,” said Miss Fletcher's Eng-

lish maid, and having seen the wisitor com-
iorubly_ seated in one of the low chairs in
which the little drawing-room abounded,

she r&iud a shade slightly and noiseleasly disap-
peare

Mrs. Dick Witherby, left alone, looked about her
with eager, girlish curiosity.

“What a pretty room!” she commented inwardly.
“It doesn’t ook a bit like an actress's, though.
photographs! [ thought there’d be a lot of them in
all sorts of queer dress or mudress.”

j. B. Hampton.)

R o

Rising, she moved a step or two to examine. 1
small picture hanging on the wall

“Oh, i’s only some old saint! 1 thought it was
Sothern as ‘Romeo,” of course,” she murmured in a
disappointed tone; and was about to explore further
when the sound’of silk whispering on the polished
stairs sent her flying back to her seat just im time
to rise from an expectant pose as Miss Fletcher
entered and advanced smiling, with outstretched
hand.

She was a tall woman, overtopping her visitor

by a head, and her deeper coloring as well as the-

rich, mellow tones which made her conventional
greeting almost caressing seemed to add to her air
of gentle authority.

“I am very happy to see you, Mrs Witherby,”
she said.

"Yonm.i;htuy‘:thn."mdthﬂhdy
deprecatingly; "I wouldn’t blame you. I meant to
have called on you the very first of the season, but
I'don': know how it is, there’s always so much to
do, what with the housekeeping—everyone knows
what that is in the country, where servants simply
laugh you to scorn—and the Clio Club—we've taken
cpbuinthisym,andthenmesahnemmh
to drive you distracted. And now there’s the Babies’
Hospital: we've got to raise a thousand dollars this
month if we don't want to lose another thousand
that’s been offered to us—you know that horrid
Carnegie-Rockefeller ‘way—and we're sbout at our
wit's end. We've had lawn parties until every one
is so tired of them that Dick says we'll never need
another ‘Keep off the Grass’ sign in Rivergrove as
long as the town exists. And—and we thought per-
haps—*

“You thought perbaps I might belp you out?”
broke in Miss Fletcher, filling the breathless pause

‘and smiling genially.

“It would be perfectly lovely of you!” declared
Mrs. Witherby in a soft flutter, clasping her hands
on her lightly crossed knees.
had any one living here before who was really dis-
tinguished. There have been actors and actresses
who, it appeared, were very well known in Australia
and Colorado, and even in Chicago and places like
that; but no one scemed to have heard of them in
New York. But mow—Youl"

“New York has been very good to me,” said Miss
Fletcher, smiling still, “and if I can be good to the
babies I shall be very glad. I suppose you want a
benefit. Lumk:pow:outphnslndlwiﬂm
to meet them™

“How sweet of you!” murmured Mrs. Witherby.
“You don't know what a load you've taken off our
minds,” she went or. “I was saying yesterday, I
simply would not play bridge again for charity this
summer—not if I never saw another card. And
that’s a good deal to say: for what we should do
without bridge in winter, I'm sure I can't imagine.
But I know I'm taking up your time, though you
haven't told me once you're ‘a very busy woman'—
the way some horrid women do who haven't accom-
plished half what you have. But I know you must
be very busy every minute working up your mew
roles. So interesting—" she murmured, lifting her
candid eyes in a childlike burst of admiratior.

“Oh, no,” Miss Fletcher hastened to disclaim. “I'm
not working now. I'm just enjoying the lovely
country about Rivergrove; and above all revelling
in my dear garden™

“You've got so many pretty things here, too,”
said Mrs. Witherby, rising and pausing to glance
around the room as she adjusted her veil

“Don’t go yet” urged her hostess. “Wan't you
have a look at my pictures? I have some rather nice
ones. As she spoke a frown contracted her level
brows and she swept the room with a rapid glance
until her eyes rested on a bowl of lilies of the valley
half hidden by an intervening screen. “How care-
less of Jane! Excuse me a moment,” she murmared,
and lifting the bowl, she opened a window and placed
it outside on the ledge. “I was sure I perceived the
perfume; I can't endure it—just a foolisk trick of
mine,” she explained, returning to her visitor, whe
had remained motionless, watching her with only
half-veiled curiosity.

Miss Fletcher loved her books and pictures, and
it was evidently a pleasure to her to show them, but
her voluble new acquaintsnce had fallen suddenly
silent and found little to say until she stopped in
front of a small painting which her hostess had
passed.

“How many Botticellis you have!" she exclalmed.
“That's a very good copy isa't it? You must be
very fond of him,” she ventured.

“I am," said Miss Fletcher. “He means spring to
me.”

“1 don't suppose I should recognize them all” the
younger woman went on, “not knowing anything
about art, really; only that my husband is fonder of
Botticelli than of anyone and is always rummaging
at sales for old prints or copies.”

“Mr. Witherby has excellent taste, I know,” said
Miss Fletcher, politely.

“So peaple say,” sighed bhis wife. “It scems to me
that he is rather whimsical at times. My husband
used to know you a little, I belicve,” she continued.
“Long ago, in Canada, wasn't it? He mentioned it
when I told him I was going to call and ask you to
help us out.”

“Yes, in Canada long ago.” Miss Fletcher's deep,
sweet tones echoed the words.

“How beantiful your voice is!™ said the other
woman, pausing and staring a moment. “You made
that sound quite different. It secemed to mean—all
sorts of things.”

The next moment she was exclaiming over the
treasures which the bookcase contained

“You see, we've never-

‘mine. And” she

“"What beautiful bindiags!™ she sighed, dropping

to ber knees to study them. “We have just a few—
Dick will buy them, though he knows we can’t afford
them. Shelly, Swinburne, Keats, Keats,
Why. you must have copies of all the editions that
were ever printed!” She straightened herself, and
still kneeling, stared at Miss Fletcher, who had
moved away across the room and was absently
picking the dead leaves from a flowering plast.

“I thought we had about all there were,” she com
tinued in a moment, “but you have 30 many more.
What an exquisite cover!” she exchiimed, taking a
voluntte from the shelf and opening it carefully. -

“Let me show you this carving,” Miss Fletcher's
voice broke in abrubtly—it wag almost harsh, and
she advanced brusquely—“Such a beautiful carving;
a friend brought me the other day from Japan;
must see it!”

Brt Mrs. Witherby seemed unaware of amy Inter-
ruption. Turning the leaves of the volume she
she whispered:

“They are all marked—the omes he
raving over and wanting to read aloud”
consciously, she turned to the fromt of
but suddenly she closed it resolutel
vanced upon Miss Fletcher, who
and watching her mervously. “I
who gave it to youn,” she said “1
know now. You are the other
knew there was one.”

“There always is one,” said Miss Fletcher,
her gravely.

“Yes," Mrs. Witherby conceded, “but
never wonld have all those whims,
if you like that better. None of the r
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1iliu.vithmc.hnlookdw' it came over
in a flash. He can’t endure their perfume,
The sweetest things! T wanted them for

i

them!”
“Just possible I-dida’t because—he dida"t,”
gested Miss Fletcher. A
“Nol No! Men dont have those fancles.
queer beczuse you made him so. And '
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and dropping to her knees, bent = - -
FOam, ing to her her smooth, dark” "
head above the fair, disheveled one that .

buried in the pillows.

.Th-\mm&atlfmaﬂadnn?"

added, rising to her feet, “mime was
never yours.” A
“Yes, perhaps 50" and Mrs. Witherby, rising ¥
wmm_«mmwuﬂdau::-
crooked fittle smile. “But all the same, I have to liye
with your Keath and your Botticellis, and—and go with-
out my lillies,” she ‘ended B
“And 12" asked the other, holding out her hand. “Ts |
&mmﬁiul*l@ﬁh?nilﬂn common |
Good-byc. Count ou me for the Babies.




